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Ocean, and Melbourne for Dunedin, our jumping-off place near
the south-east corner of South Island, New Zealand. All of the
Antarctic party were aboard except myself.
I started from New York in August, travelling with my wife and
her mother, Mrs. Ulmer. We first flew to California on a com-
mercial transport plane, and I was a wreck when we arrived. Every
place we stopped at, whether in the dead of night or not, reporters
were at the airports to interview me about this hare-brained thing
I was going to attempt. I got no sleep at all. Finally, when I re-
fused to come out and see them, they came to my window and said:
"If you don't come out, we'll come in."
One place we made a landing during a blinding thunder squall
and broke off the tip of a wing against a tree. During the excite-
ment of that small accident, I got a reputation for coolness I scarcely
deserved. I was fast asleep through it all.
In San Francisco people said to me, when I had told them some-
thing about my project: "Oh, then your flight will be about the
same as from New York to San Francisco—twenty hours?"
I answered: "Yes, just about the same—only different."
We sailed from Los Angeles and ten days later, at Honolulu,
caught the Matson liner Mariposa for Auckland, where, in Sep-
tember, we found the antipodean winter still hanging on. We went
to the National Park south of Auckland to climb mountains and
keep fit, but the weather was so cold and miserable we gave up
and took a boat for Pago Pago, capital of American Samoa back
in the tropics, to wait there until spring arrived in New Zealand.
The Wyatt Earp was not due in Dunedin for weeks.
In Pago Pago we stopped with the governor,. Captain Landen-
burg, U.S.N., who occupied a cool, tropical frame house on top of
the bluff at the entrance to the harbour. The harbour itself, really
the crater of an immense extinct volcano, is one of the most beauti-
ful in the world. The sides of the crater frame it like the seats of
an enormous amphitheatre. Banana-trees thickly clothe the moun-
tain from the ridge to the beach, and in the morning sun the green
fronds look as if they were waxed. I so fell in love with Pago
Pago I swore that after I had crossed Antarctica I would return
there to live, but I changed my mind completely after I shook o££
its spell

